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pine heights, especially the stupendous Via Mala, where a path is hewn out between two precipices 30 feet from each other, and between 500 and 600 feet above the Rhine, which forces itself through the rocky bed as a narrow, roaring rivulet. Lake Como, which we have traversed from end to end, presents a striking contrast in its quiet loveliness, and the smiling fields and beautiful villas on each side. Thence we proceeded to Milan (noblest of cities), Turin, Alessandria, Genoa, Parma and Mo-dena, Bologna, Florence, Pisa, and Leghorn. We did not think it prudent to extend our journey to Rome and Naples, as the weather was growing very hot, and the season for malarial fever and other diseases was at hand. The military occupation of the railroads, near the seat of war, also prevented us from fulfilling our intention of visiting Venice. On that account we were able to make a longer stay at Bologna (the native place of our Italian friend) and at Milan, as lovely a city, I am sure, as all the kingdoms of the earth can show. It was time to retrace our steps, and, proceeding up the delicious Lake Mag-giore, we crossed the Alps in a diligence at night by the Bernhardin Pass, and, stopping at Friedrichshafen (where the King of Wurtemberg has a rural residence) and Ulm, we arrived safe and happy at Stuttgart on Saturday, September 1st. We found Carmela and the family well and delighted to see us again, and our stay pi-oves so agreeable that we decide tc remain here till the IGth, and then go directly to Paris, instead of leaving on the 10th for the Rhine,